CHAPTER     EIGHT
Madrid in Fkmes
V3LLACAENES did not anticipate having over
500 troops quartered in its small white houses.
More than a village, it is less than a town. Here we
stayed while fresh supplies and instructions were being
sent from Chinchon. The inhabitants did their best,
but like most Spanish villages in the war area, the
shortage was acute. Of the Thaelmaim Battalion there
was no sign, two lost sheep from the English company
turned up, Mulligan and Norman, an ex-under-
graduate who had joined us at Albacete.
We quartered ourselves in what had been the priest's
house, Norman had acquired an officer's lined over-
coat, a steel helmet, and a sack of coffee. Wegotagood
fire burning, all we wanted was something to cooL
The peasants had wisely put every hen, pig or goat
under lock and key; hungry troops know no law.
Armed with my bayonet, I set off for food. A large
farm-house set back from the road possessed a number
of barns. A big raw-boned Fleming saw me looking
at the buildings, we understood one another.
The first barn was empty, from the second we heard
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